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hind, Scott's Indian oyet; titst p
ceived signs on the horizon that
marked their pursuit

"No: matter," ; declared Lefever.,
"This is a little fast for a fat man, any-
way." He was not averse, either, to
the prospect of a long-rang- e exchange
with the v fighting mountaineers. ; All
drew rein a little. "Suppose I cover
the rear till we see what this is," sug-
gested Lefever, limbering up as the
ether two looked back. "Push ahead
with Sassoon. These fellows won't fol-
low far." , i

"Don't be sure about that," muttered
Scott. "Duke and Gale have got the
best horses in the mountains, and
they'd rather fight than eat. There
they come now." .

Dashing across a plain they them-
selves had just crossed, they could see
three horsemen in hot chase. The pur-
sued men rode carefully, and, scanning
the ground everywhere ahead, felt as--

DE SPAIN GOES TO MORGAN GAP AND TAKES A BAD MAN

BUT HE HAS AN ENCOUNTER WITH NAN

down the gap closely ahead of be
Spain and neither to speak nor turn
his head no matter what happened
right or left ; j;

In the growing light the two men
trotted smartly a mile down the trail
without encountering a sign of, life.
When they approached the Morgan
ranch-hous- e De Spain rode close to
his prisoner, told . him what -- would
happen If he made a noise, and even
held him back in his pace as they
trotted together past the gap strong-
hold. When they left the house behind
and the turn in the road put them out
of range of its windows, he closed up
the distance between himself and Sas-
soon, riding close in to his side, and
looked back for a fraction of a second.
When he looked ahead again fie saw
confronting him, not a hundred yards
away, a motionless horseman.

The region around Sleepy Cat, a railroad division town in the
Rocky Mountain mining country, is infested with stage coach rob-

bers, cattle rustlers and gunmen. The worst of thesg belong to the
Morgan gang, whose hangout is in Morgan Gap, a fertile valley about
20 miles from Sleepy Cat, and near Calabasas, a point where the
horses are changed on the stage line from the Thief River mines to
the railroad. Jeffries, superintendent of the Mountain division, de-

cides to break up the depredations of the bad men and appoints
Henry de Spain general manager of the stage line. De Spain goes to
Calabasas with John Lefevre as his assistant. Soon the trouble
starts, when Sassoon of the gang cuts the throat of a coach driver.
De Spain, Lefevre and Scott, an Indian, start to Morgan Gap at night
to arrest Sassoon.

relentless fistloner. Her ton and;
the expression of her face boded no
friendliness for either ef the two she
had Intercepted.

De Spain had recovered his wits.
"You're right," he interposed without
an instant's hesitation. "It isn't true.
But that's not his fault ; he Is under
arrest, and" Is telling you what I told
him to tell you. I came in here this
morning to take Sassoon to Sleepy Cat
He Is a prisoner, wanted for cutting up
one of our stage-guards- ."

Nan, coldly skeptical, eyed De Spain.
"And do you try to tell me" she
pointed to Sassoon's unbound hands
"that he is riding out of here, a free
man, to go to jail?"

; "I do tell you exactly that He is
my prisoner "

"I don't believe either of you." de-

clared Nan scornfully. "You arj plan-
ning something underhand together."

De Spain laughed coolly. "We've
planned that much together, but not, I
assure you, with his consent."

"I don't believe your stories at all,"
she declared firmly.

De Spain flushed. The Irritation and
the serious danger bore in on him. "If
you don't believe me It's not my fault,"
he retorted. "I've told you the truth.
Ride on, Sassoon."

He spoke angrily, but this in no
wise daunted Nan. She wheeled her
horse directly in front of them. "Don't
you stir, Sassoon," she commanded,
"until I call Uncle Duke.y

De Spain spurred straight at her;
their horses collided, and his knee
touched hers in the saddle. "I'm go-

ing to take this man out of here," he
announced in a tone she never had
heard before from a man. "I've no
time to talk. Go call your uncle If you
like. We must pass." t

"You shan't pass a step !"

With the quick words of defiance the
two glared at each other. De Spain
was taken aback. He had expected no
more than a war of words a few
screams at the most. Nan's face
turned white, but there was no symp-
tom even of a whimper. He noticed
her quick breathing, and felt, Instinc-
tively, the retrained gesture of her
right hand as It started back to her
side. The move steadied him: "One
question," he wald bluntly, "are you
armed?1' ,

She hated even to answer, and met
his searching gaze resentfully, but
something in his tone and manner
wrung a reply. "I can defend myself,"
she exclaimed angrily.

De Spain raised his right hand from
his thigh to the pommel of his saddle.
The slight gesture was eloquent of his
surrender of the issue of force. "I
can't go into a shooting-matc- h with
you about this cur. If you call your
uncle there will be bloodshed unless
you drop me off my horse right here
and now before he appears. All I ask

CHAPTER V.

Heels for It
With a sudden, low command to Sas-

soon to check his horse, De Spain
pressed the muzzle of his gun to his
prisoner's side. "You've got one chance
yet, Shike, to ride out of here alive,'!
he said composedly. "You know I ani
a rustler cousin of John Rebstock's.
My name is 'French' : I belong In Wil-
liams cache. I rode In last night from
Thief river, and you are riding1 but
with me to start me on to the Sleepy
Cat trail. If you can remember that
much" ,

De Spain stopped half-wa- y through
his sentence. The figure revealed in
the half-lig- puzzled him at first Then,
it confused and startled him. He saw
it was not a man at all, but a woman
and a woman than whom he would
rather have seen six men." It was Nan
Morgan. .tl

With her head never more decisively
set under her mannish hat, her wais
never more attractively outlined in
slendernesu, she silently faced De
Spain In the morning gray. His face
reflected his chagrined perplexity. He
could already see Nan's eyes. They
were bent keenly first on him, then ori
his comp&nion, and again on him. De
Spain kept his face down as ruucht a
he dared, and his hat had beeuyij. warth that? Jf you 8hoot
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i Business Confusion.
"Seehere, Jibbs, dldu't you tell me

you could, marry Miss Fluff any time
you wnnted to?"

"Well, yes, in a way. I had the re-

fusal of her hand."
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ticklish part of his mission, and with-
out changing his slow pace he rode on.
No bullet challenged him and no sound
came from the silent house. He can-
tered away from the peril, thinking
with a kind of awe of Nan, asleep, so
close, under that roof confident, too,
he had not been seen though, In mat-
ter of fact, he had been.

Other cabins back toward the north
wall could be seen dimly to his right,
but all were well removed from his
way. In due time, as Scott had ad-

vised, he saw confronting him, not far
ahead, a small, ruinous-lookin- g cabin
shack. Dismounting before this, he
threw his lines, shook himself a little,
and walked up to the cabin door. It
was open.
" De Spain called gruffly to the cabin
inmate. There was no answer. He
hitched his trouser band near to the
butt of his revolver with his- - right

j hand, and laid his left on the jamb of
tne aoor, nis eyes meantime boring the
darkness to the left, where Sassoon's
bed should be. The utmost scrutiny
failed to disclose any sign of it or any
sound of breathing from that corner.
He took a few steps toward where the
man should be asleep, and perceived
beyond a doubt that there was no bed
In the corner at all. He turned toward
the other corner, his hand covering
the butt of his gun. "Hello, Shike!"
he called out In a slightly strained tone
of camaraderie, addressing Sassoon by
a common nickname. Then he lis-

tened. A trumpeting snore answered,
No sound was ever sweeter to De
Spain's ear. The rude noise cleared
the air and steadied the Intruder as If
Music mountain itself had been lifted
off his nerves.

He tried again: "Where are you,
Shike?" he growled. "What's this stuff
on the floor?" he continued, shuffling
his way ostentatiously to the other
side of the room. He felt his way to
ward the inner door. This was where
he expected to find it, and it was
closed. He laid a hand gingerly on the
latch. "Where are you, Shike?" he
demanded again, this time with an Im-

patient expletive summoned for the
occasion. A second fearful snore an
swered him. De Spain, relieved, al
most laughed as he pushed the door
open, though not sure whether a curse
or n shot would greet him. He got
neither. And a welcome Surprise In
the dim light came through a stuffy
pane of glass at one end of the room,
It revealed at the other end a man
stretched asleep on a wall bunka
man that would, in all likelihood, hi ve
heard the stealthiest sound hud any ef
fort been made to conceal it, but to
whose ears the rough voices of a
mountain cabin are mere sleeping po-
tions.

The sleeper woke to feel a hand laid
lightly on his shoulder. The instinct
of acted like a flash.
Ills eyes opened and his hands struck
out like cat's paws to the right and
left: no knife and no revolver met
them. Instead, in the semidarkness a
strange face bent over him. His fists
shot out together, only to be caught
in a vise that broke his armn in two at
the elbows, and forced them back
against his throat. A knee, like an
anvil, pushed Inexorably into his stom-
ach and heart and luiigs. Another lay
across his right arm, and his strag-
gling left arm he could not, though his
eyes burst with the strain from their
sockets, release from where, eaglelike
claws gripped at his throat and shut
olt his breath. lie lay still.

"Are you awake, Shike?' 8assoon
heard from the gloom above him. But
he could not place the voice. "You
seem to move around a good deal in
your sleep. If you're awake, keep still.
I've come from Sleepy Cat to get you.
Don't mind looking for your gun and
knife Two men are with me. You
can Lave your choice. We've got a
horse for you. You can ride away from
us her Inside the gap, and take what
hits you la the back, or you can go to
Sleepy Cat v.lth us and stand your
trial. I'll read your warrant when the
sun gets a little higher. Get up and
choose quick."

Sassoon could not see who had sub-
dued him, nor did he take long tn de-

cide what to do. With less trouble
than he expected, the captor got his
man sullenly on horseback, and gave
him severely plain directions as to
what to do. Sassoon, neither bound!
hit bec!." was told 'o ride his horse I

CHAPTER IV Continued.

Scott was the first to reach the trees.
The little grove spreads across a slope
half a mile wide between the base of
one towering cliff, still bearing its
Spanish name. El Capitan, and the
gorge of the Purgatoire. To the east
of this point the trails to Calabasas
and to Sleepy Cat divide, and here
Scott and Lefever received De Spain,
who had ridden slowly and followed
Scott's injunctions to keep the red
stav to the right of El Capitan all the
way across the sinks.

Securing their horses, the three
tretched out on the open ground to

6cott Was the First to Reach the Trees.

wait for daylight. De Spain medi-

tated first on how he should capture
Snssoon at daybreak, and then on Nan
Morgan and her mountain home Into
which he was about to break to drag
out a criminal. Sassoon and his malice
soon drifted out of his mind, but Nan
Vnained. Her form outlined in the

mists that rose from the hidden creek
seemed to hover somewhere near un-

til Scott's hand laid on the dreamer's
shoulder drove It suddenly away. Day
was at hand.

De Spain got up and shook off the
chilliness and drowsiness of the night.
It had been agreed that he, being less
known in the gap than either of his
companions, could best attempt the dlf-licu- lt

capture. Bob Scott, who knew
the recess well, repeated his explicit
directions as to how De Spain was to
reach Sassoon's shack. He repeated
his description of its interior, told him
xvhere the bed stood, and even where
Sassoon ordinarily kept his knife and
his revolver.

De Spain gave his horse his head
It was still too dark to distinguish the
path and advanced at a snail's pace
until he passed the base of El Capitan,
when of a sudden, as he rode out from
among high projecting rocks full Into
the opening, faint rays of light from
the eastern dawn revealed the narrow,
Btrangely inclosed and perfectly hid-
den valley before him.

De Spain caught his breath. No de-

scription he had ever heard of the
nook that sc 'eened the Morgans from
the outside world had prepared him
for what he saw. From side to side
between the Jrowning cliffs which rose,
at points, half a mile into the sky, it
was several miles, and the gap was
more than as much in depth, as it ran
bart to a mere wedge between

Superstition peaks.
Every moment that he pushed ahead

warned him that daylight would come
suddenly and his time to act would be
short. The trail he followed broad-
ened into a road, and a turn brought
him. up startled and almost face to
fac? with a long, rambling ranch-hous- e.

The gable end of the two-stor- y

portion of the building was so close
to him that he Instantly reined up to
seek hiding from its upper and lower
windows.

From Scott's accurate description he
knew the place. This was Duke Mor-
gan's ranch-hous- e, set as a fortress al-
most at the mouth of the gap. 1t 'fmss

At unobserved was to compass the most

They Locked Sajsoon Up.

sured of their escape. Though their
pursuers rode In at times with a show
of rushing, the chase was a stern one,
and could be checked whenever neces-
sary. Halting at times to breathe their
horses, De Spain with his two com-

panions and their prisoner rode into
Sleepy Cat, locked Sassoon up, and
went to the Mountain house for break-
fast.

CHAPTER VI.

. Maintaining a Reputation. .

The abduction of Sassoon, which sig-
nalized De Spain's entry Into the stage-lin- e

management, created a sensation
akin to the exploding of a bomb under
tne range. The whole mountain coun-

try, which concentrates, sensibly,' on
but one, topic at a time, talked for &

week of nothing else.
Experienced men in the high country
men of that class who. wherever

found, are old in the ways of the world
and not promptly moved by new ,or
youthful adventure dismissed the in
cident after hearing the details, with
tne comment or the conclusion that
there would hardly be for De Spain
more than one additional chanter to
the story, and that this would be a
short one. The most active Morgans-G- ale,

Duke and the easy-goin-g Satter- -
lee were indeed wrought to the keen-- .
est pitch of revengeful anger." It was
an overwhelming Insolent Invasion
pnd worst of all, a successful invasion,,
by one who had nothing but cool Impu-
dence, not even a budding reputatioa
to justify his assault on the lifeloug
prestige of the gap clan, t

De Spain himself, ' somewhat sur
prised at the storm he had kicked ud.
heeded the counsel of Scott, and while
the acute stage of the resentment
raged along the trail he ran down for
a few days to Medicine Bend to buy
horses. Both Gale and Duke Morgan,
proclaimed, in certain public places in
Sleepy Cat, their Intention of shooting
De Spain on sight ; and as a climax to
all the excitement of the week follow
Ing his capture, the slippery Sassoon!
broke jail and, after a brief interval,
appeared at large in Calabasas.
. This feat of the Morgan satellite
made a loud laugh at De Spain's ex-
pense. It mitigated somewhat the hu-
miliation of Sassoon's friends, but it
in no wtee diminished their expressed
resolve to punish De Spain's invasion.
Lefever, who as the mixer among the
stage men, kept close to the drift of
public sentiment, decided after Da
Spains' return to Sleepy Cat that tha
stage-lin- e authorities had gainert noth-
ing by Sassoon's capture. j

"We ought to have thought of it be-
fore, Henry," hs said frankly one nightin Jeffries' office, "but we didn't think."

"Meaning just what, John?" de-
manded De Spain without real inter
est.

If De Spain Ic wise will he
shoot on eight any member of
the Morgan gang he meets, with-
out waiting to ask questions or
see what his opponent f going
to do?

(TO BH CONTINUED.)
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Vnn la this Is this kind of a cut- -
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right belcw us in the aspens. Some
Of your own people will be killed in a
general flijht If you want to shoot me,
shoot ycu can have the match all to
yourself. If you don't, let usgo by.
And if I've told you one word that isn't
true, call me back to this spot any time
you like, and I'll come at your call, and
answer for it."

His words and his manner confound-
ed ber tor a moment. She could not at
once make an answer, for she could not
decide what to say. Then, of a sud-
den, she was robbed of her chance to
answer. From down the trail came a
yell like a shot. The clatter of hoofs
rang out and men on horses dashed
from the entrance of the gap toward
them. I De Spain could not make out
distinctly, but he knew Lefever's yell,
and pointed. "There they are," he
exclaimed hurriedly. "There is the
whole posse. They are coming 1" A
shotr followed closely by a second, rang
out from below. "Go," he cried to
Nan. "There'll be shooting here that
I can't stop!"1 He slapped Sassoon's
pony viciously with his hand, spurred
past her himself, and was away. White
with consternation and anger, she
steadied herself and looked after the
fleeing pair. Then whirling in her .sad-
dle, she ran her pony tack to the
ranch-hous- e to give the alarm.

Yelling like half a dozen men, Le-
fever and Scott, as De Spain and his
prisoner dashed toward them, sep-
arated, let the pair pass, and spurred
in behind to cover the flight and con-
front any pursuers. None at the mo-
ment threatened, but no words were
exchanged until the whole party, riding
fast were well past El Capitan and
out of the gap. For some unex-
pressed reason so strong Is the Influ-
ence of tradition and reputation no
one of the three coveted a close en-

counter with the Morgans within Its
walls'.

"It's the long heels for It now, boys,"
cried De V pain. Ills companions closed
up again.

f'Save your horses," cautioned S;ott,
between strides. "It's a good v ays
home."

"Make for Cnlabasas," shouted Le-

fever.
"No," yelled Scott. "They would

stand us a siege at Calabasas. While
the trail is open make for the rail-

road.".
A great globe of dazzling gold burst

into the east above the distant hills.
But the glory of the s'inrlse called
forth no admiration from the three
men h'jrrying a fourth urgently along
the Sleepy Cat trail. Between breaths
De Spain explained his awkward meet-
ing with Nan, and of the strait he was
in when Lefever's strong lungs enabled
him to get away unscratched. But for
a gunman a narrow squeak i as good
as a wide one, and no one found fault
with the situation. They had the ad-

vantagethe only question was wheth-
er they could hold it. And while they
continued to cast anxious glunces be

wen uvtr 11 iruiu me beginning. r i r

They were now almost abreast V The
very instinctive knowledge that her
eyes were bent on his made him steal
a glance at her in spite of himself. The
next Instant he was shamefacedly
touching his hat. Thougii nothing
was lost on her, Nan professed not to
see the greeting. When she spoke her
tone was dry with suspicion.

"Walt a moment, Sassoon. Where
are you going?" she demanded. Sas
soon hitched with one hand at his
trousers band. He Inclined his head
sulkily toward his companion. "Start-
ing a man on the trail for Sleepy Cat."

"Stop," she exclaimed sharply, for
De Spain, pushing his own horse ahead,
had managed without being observed,
to kick Sassoon's horse in the flank,
and the two were passing. Sassoon at

.

1 if jHe Saw It Was Not a Man at All, but
a Woman.

the resolute summons stopped. De
Spain could do no less ; both men,
halting, faced their suspicious inquisi-
tor. She scrutinized De Spain keenly.
"What 13 this man doing in the g,ap?"

"He cane up from Thief river last
night," answered Sassoon monoton-uusl- y.

"What is he doing here with youY
persisted Nan.

"He's a cousin of John Rebslock's
from Williams Cache," continued Sas-
soon. The yarn would have sounded
decently well in the circumstances for
which it was intended, but in the
searching gazcof the eyes now con-
fronting and clearly recoginzlng him,
it sounded so grotesque that De 'Spain
would fully as lief have been sitting
between his horse's legs as astride his
back.

'Thnt's not true. Snsgooo," gaiq his1


